CHAPTER VIII

FLIGHT FROM HOME IN QUEST
OF HIS FATHER

He that loveth father or mother more than me is not
worthy of me.

He that findeth his life shall lose it, and he that loseth
his life for my sake shall find it.

THE pilgrim had left home, determined never to set foot
there again. The cuckoo leaves the crowds nest
where she was hatched when she discovers its true nature,
and never returns.

It was about twelve noon on Saturday when Venkata-
raman left home. The station was a mile off and he
walked fast. Twelve noon was the usual time for the
departure of the train to Tindivanam and Madras. But-
when he reached the station he found that, though he was
very late, the train was still later. It had not yet arrived.
Here was yet another proof that Providence (his Father)
smiled on the enterprise. He looked up the fare to Tindi-
vanam in the suspended tables at the station and found
it to be Rupees two and annas thirteen. He was too much
preoccupied with his thoughts to look a few lines below
and see that Tiruvannamalai itself was a railway station,
and that the fare to it was just three rupees. Not only
was he shy and unaccustomed to ask people for informa-
tion, but he was also swayed by a consideration of the
secrecy needed for the success of his enterprise. Above-
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